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There was a duet of growls. Each dog glared at the other.
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Chow Chow

HEN the little Maranacook, in
v‘, from her 20-mile trip, sidled
up coyly to the erazy little
dock at Kennebec fim;‘r' .;e:y

x ares aligl ..,
O htan s Major TLispenaid,
d. He had the goods

more

ody else. 4 o

of Kennebee guides—Mike Goulet an

nr“ ,\lnuyrlts who seuttled awa: :;:h

in his own direction, with clattering
» outfit on his back.

“hhe disreputable-looking Major and

sreputable-looking frimd“:t;p:l:g
tily along the cordufoy r

T notaily at the threhold of No.25.

No. 25 was the Major's camp. He
aid not own it, but what he paid for
it each season would have bought it
three times over. He pushed the door
open and looked about him. There was

> sight. s g
R o Tor ' shave,” he said. “We've
“been out five days. Gad, Harry, but a
razor will feel good to me!” He stepped
to an interior door and turned the
Xnob. The door was locked. “Huh!
shouted the Major, “always the way.
This is the bathroom. If anybody needs
a bath it's us, and we can’t get in.

Who's there?” he added, addressing

whatever mystery there might lie be-
hiat closed door.

IO ominine. voico replied—a very

musical feminine voice—and to th

Major’s companion her answer seemed,

*on how”

‘i’ﬁe‘"’f«'.g.r ground his heel into the
floor in chagrin. i

“Always the way,” he sald. “Giggy’
in there washing that damned China-
wan, and in my tub, too.”

The Major’s companion sat up and
began to take notice. *“Who—who is
Giggy?” he faltered in some apprehen-

n. .
m“muy!" roared the Major. “Haven't
we been talking about her? ~She is
Gertrude Lispenard—my girl. Giggy
for short.”

The Major’s companion leaned for-

ward. “And—who is she washing?”
b fed.

"lgl:’o‘“;\lujnr did not answer, He didn’t
bhave time. The door o) and a

vision appeared—a bare-armed vision,
with a Turkish towel gracefully ad-
justed about her waist. She was a
Joung woman of 22. She stood and
gazed at the two men aghast.

“You look a fright!” she said to the
Major severely. “Why do you go off
and _get yourself all dirty?” P

“Giggy,” he said, “come here. This
i« Harry Bourke. I know him. I
picked him up on the Penobscot. He's
a New York man and he’s a regiment
man: he's a good sport and, by Gad, he's
a hero. Aren’t you, Bourke?”

Giggy held out her hand. “You don’t
Took it yet, Mr. Bourke,” she said.

The Major glared defiance at Giggy
and Harry Bourke, but remembered he
was host and dropped into a chair,
Tlarry Bourke stepped forward; then

he stopped. .
“Mr. Yen How?” he faltered.
Giggy's eyes widened with fright.

“Oh, 1 forgot,
got to be eareful.
strangers. win

she exclaimed. “You've
He's very fierce with
you stand back,

““Colonel,” snapped the Major.

Harry Bourke stepped back. It was
well he did, for there rushed out upon
him a thing with hair bristling and
teeth showing. ¥le planted his forefeet
firmly on Harry Bourke’s toes and
growled.

Giggy, with a ery of alarm, eaught
Yen How about the neck and dragged
him back.

“He would have had you in a min-
ute,” she exelaimed in fright.
pulled Yen How to the window where
the Major sat. Y,

recognition.  Glggy nddressed her
father.

iss him? she demanded.

“Me kiss a damned Chinaman?” said
tho Major. “Not much. Kiss him
yourself.

“Of course, T will,” said Giggy. And
she did.

Harry Bourke looked on, staring first
nt Giggy and then at Yen How. Now
this Chinaman, Yen How, was a Chi-
nese chow dog. A Chineso chow dog
is an animal smaller than a collie,
Targer than a gray fox; he has the manc
of a lion, the jaw of a lion, the tail
of a squirrel and the hind quarters
of n wolf. Tn its origingl state it fs
& wild dog, with all that that fmplies.

“A  thoroughbred?” queried Harry

" murmured Giggy, in tones of
“He is 10 generations removed
from the wild.”

Kennchee Camps are a meat little
concoction intended for New Yorkers
who are tired of the low cost of living.
In Kennebee Camps all you had to do
was to draw a check. The chief recrea-
tion at Kennchee Camps was to trip
it with guides on the Penobscot, 40
miles away. Nobody who eamps near
the Kennehee river ever fishes on it.
He goes to the Penobscot. Anybody
who camps on the Penobscot must go
to the Kennebec. The guides arrange
all this. People who get tired of the
low cost of living in Kennehee Camps
always go to Penobscot. The Major
had been there and had come back,
He was the hero of the hour. *

Yen How stalked on by the side of
his mistress. There was another scont
upon the trail—a man in a mackinaw..
This ~individual, whose name was
Coutts, had torn himself away from
the Major's coterie.

Mr. ‘Coutts—Suffern Coutts by name
and known in Wall street by the name
of Suffern Cats—felt that he had
some remarkable strides in his social
intercourse with Miss Lispenard. He
concluded now that he' had made a
great mistake. She passed him with &
nod as frigid as an Oetober morning
on_the lake. '

Yen How growled and curled his
upper lip back over his teeth and
showed his fang:

A few hours later, in the dusk, Mis¢

Lispenard once more trod the corduroy
road. 8o did Yen How. So did Col.
Harry Bourke.

“Really,” murmured Miss Giggy, as

the three halted at the end of the road,
“you don’t look half bad, after all.”
“I am, though,” returnied he, looking

into her oyes.
y,

'

The moon was rising. “Where:does
this trail lead?” queried Harry Bourke.

“Oh, that,” she answered, “is the
deer trail. It doesn’t lead anywhere.”

“D-e-er or d-e-ar?” querie
Bourke, inanely,

It must be realized ‘that -this con-
versation, carried on in such a highly
humorous manner, had an extraordi;
narily origiual quality for the speakers,
far beyond anything that the printed
words convey, It was unusually effec-
tive. And so was the moo:
was the trail. Suddenly, however, Giggy
pressed a small hénd in a firm grip on
Harry Bourke's arm. 3
" she said, “T see one now.”

Harry Bourke, being balf bad and
also not half bad, caught her hand in
his.

“Come on,” he whispered, “if he’s
on the trail we'll track him. '

Suddenly they stopped. “There he
is,” whispered Giggy.

Sure enough, there he was. He was
a very obliging deer, however, for he
stood still while they eame up, but he
kept on whistling just the same. When
they reached him they found that he
was not a_deer, but a Chinaman. He
was Yen How, standing on a rock and
sneezing.

she said, “now I
I always withhold
my judgment until I know, and now

e |T'm sure.”

“Why sure?” he queried. ~
ecause,” she returned, “Yen How
is a great judge of character. He never
makes a mistake and he has wagged

his tail at you.” She held out her hand.
Td

st you anywhere, Colonel

Yen How has indorsed your
Now, Mr. Coutts”——

‘What Coutts?” said Harry Bourke.

“Mr. Suffern Coutts,” trilled Giggy,
lingering gently upon the name.

“Suffern Cats,” exclaimed Harry, “T
know him. What about him ?”

Giggy spread her hands. “Yen How
doesn’t want me to indorse his note.”

“Why should you?’ queried the
Colonel.

Giggy shrugged ber shoulders. “Why
shouldn’t I?” she answered:

“Because,” ventured the Colonel, “it
isn’t square to indorse two notes at the
same time, and you're going to indorse
mine.”

The mext morning, by appointment,
they met on the crazy little pier.
was 7 o'clock and a bit early for the
effete civilization of Kennebee Camps.
The Maranacook came in panting from
the night trains with a passenger or
two. The captain, who was also gen-
eral deckhand of the ecraft, tossed a
hawser to Col. Harry Bourke and Col.
Harry Bourke obligingly made it fast.
Giggy helped him. This operation was
a very pleasant one. Her hands brushed
quite insistenly against his and a few
errant : rands of perfumed hair brushed
across his face.

While they were occupied, however,
something unnoted by them was’ hap-
pening behind their backs. The wild
was coming to the fore. Yen How, with
his forefeet wide apart, had listened
to its call—the call of the wild. He
became a lion and a wolf in the twink-
ling of an eye. He emitted a deep-
voiced growl. Giggy, alarmed, sprang
to him. Then she started back in af-
fright. Yen How was not growling
at her nor yet at Col. Harry Bourke.
Yen How’s Oriental gaze was fixed
upon the Maranacook—at something
on the deck of the Maranacook.

Giggy caught at Harry Bourke's con-
nt arm. She was gasping for

“Another chow dég!” she exclaimed
in tones of horror.

Harry Bourke did not speak. He was
well nigh speechless. True, there was
a dog upon the deck of the Maranacool

ut there was also a girl. It was at the
girl that Harry Bourke was looking
and he, too, gasped for br:ﬁth. dar

“Josephine Pearce, b; the gods!”
he said under his hn-ti

Giggy's lip curled. “A blue
she exclaimed scornfully. *
them; that's mot natural. You can’t
make me believe that that dog is a real
blue chow. It's done with indigo.
Here!” she cried excitedly, “here, here,
come back, Yen How!”

e

chow!
ey dye

- A Tale Of Toy Dogs And Reunited Lovers
By William Hamilton

looked at the man in the mackinaw and y
he looked at her. Then he joined Giggy
ions of the Occi-
Orient.
“Suffern Cats!” said the Colonel.
“Harry Bourke!” exclaimed the other
man.

“Who is the new arrival?” queried
Mr. Suffern Coutts interestedly.

Bourke cleared his throat. He
blushed again. N

“I met her once,” he said. “She is
Miss Josephine Pearce, of the -
town erowd.”

Mr. Suffern €outts ldughed. “You
met her once?” he said ironically.

Col. ‘Harry Bourke flashed a look

Pearce, “Ling Foo isn’t a dyed dog;
hé's a natural blue chow.

“Indeed!” responded Miss Lispenard.
“Why, they are extremely rare. I think
there are only three in the United
States.”

“Lin

said

Miss Pearce aus-
three.”

“How many,” queried Miss Lispe-
nard, “is Ching Loo"—

“Ling Foo.” $

“Sing Loo,” went on Miss Lispe-
nard. “How many is he removed from
the wild?”

Miss Pearce did not answer. She

counted.
“How about Chin Kow?” she asked.

Her exclamation wis justified. Tho
girl with the blue chow had_stepped
down the gangplank. ' low had
dashed toward them like a flash.
‘was after him, clutching him about the
neck. The blue chow took notigg. He
growled in his throat. His gitl com-
panion also became visibly alarmed.
She, too, stepped down ’nnd clutched

her charge about the fheck. Harry
Bourke’s sporting blood rose.
“Godfrey!” he exclaimed, “if they'd

only let them go—Gad, what a fight!”
But they did not let them go. The

fair owner of each dog slipped a leash

upon its collar and held it in a firm

grasp. There was a duet of growls.
Each dog glared at the other.

“Yen How!” exclaimed Miss Lispe-
nard.

“Ling Foo!” eried Miss Pearce. And
then she looked up and for the first
time saw Col. Harry Bourke. She
blushed deeply and with her blue chow
on the safe side/swept swiftly past him.
As she reached the short-end of the

pier a man in a mackinaw stood po-

Giggy | Boy

at Mr. Coutts that should have eaten
into him like a gimlet.
“Yes, I'm sure I have,” said Colonel

urke.
“I should think,” murmured Mr.
Coutts gently, “that you ought to be
sure. I heard that she broke her en-
gagement with you in the early part
4 %

Two days later Giggy Lispenard care-
fully locked Yen How in her cabin and
swept up the corduroy road.

Miss Pearce, of Tarrytown, turned
the key on Ling Foo and swept down
the corduroy road. She met Miss Lis-
penard half way.

“Awfully dandy chow of yours,” said

iss Lispenard to Miss Pearce, of
Tarrytown.

“Well,” smiled Miss Pearce, showing
a bewildering set of white teeth, “your
Yen How is just the bulliest, dearest
(yellow chow I ever saw.” The emphasis
was strong upon the yellow.

“I was going to get a dyed dog,
responded Miss Lispenard, “but when
I saw Yen How'™

litely to one side and let her pass,. She

“Oh, my dear,” exclaimed Miss

. /
>
: 4
/
|
oy
;
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There was a duet of growls. Each dog glared at the other.

“Yen How,” corrected Miss Lispe-
nard.

“Hen Yow, then,” responded Miss
earce,

wild 7" -
“Ten,” said Miss Lispenard.

“Ling Foo,” trilled Miss Pearce, “is
removed 13.”

Miss Lispenard almost fell into con-
vulsions—real ones.

“There are only two-dogs in America
removed 13 from the wild” she said.

“Yes,” admitted Miss Pearce, “and
Ling Foo is one.”

Miss Lispenard saw that they were
getting nowhere. “I suppose,” she
said, “we can make some kind of an
arrangement.”

“We really ought to,” murmured Miss
Pearce. 2

“Of course,” went on Miss Lispenard,
“when you are out with Ling Foo it
is impossible for me to be out with Yen

.

“Yes,” said Miss Pearce, “and vice
versa. Shall we strike a bargain, then?
There seems to be no other way.”

Accordingly they struck a bargain.

w many is he from the | g

Tt was arranged that when Miss Lispe-
nard walked the corduroy with Yen
How Miss Pearce should keep Ling
Foo locked up, and when Ling Foo took
the air that Yen How should be sup-
rressed. S

They started to refrace thei¢ steps.
They did not go far. Major Lispenard
was not the only individual who could
be surrounded by an admiring erowd.
Half of Kernebec Camps had welcomed
him cn his return from the Penobscot.

The entire camp had turned out to hear | -

is conversation. The masculine por-
:::::. of the camps had licked its chops
in glee. 3
" fwo atoms of this ageregation had
separated themselves from the erowd
and sauntered down the deer trail.
One of them was Mx-,.3 S\lfern Coutts.

was Col. Harry Bourke.
oq‘eCoum," said Col. Harry Bourke,
“do you know amything about these
7
Ch?';":?'mnnq Coutts, “and I'm just
aching for a chance to see a dog fight.
What about these chow dogs—do they
fight?” « P 3

“Like the very devil, so they say,
returned Harry Bourke. “Possibly”"——

He stopped. and_with some reason.
Down the deer trail, with their heads
together, came two diminutive speci-
mens of humanity—Billy Matthews,
aged 10; Chubby Crew, aged 12.

Col. Harry Bourke thrust his hands
in his trouser’s pockets. He drew forth

is wallet.

e Gan you change a five?” he asked

Contts.

“What for?” said Coutts.

Harry Bourke nodded. “Don’t you
see these kids?” he said.

There are things to do at Kennebec
Camps other than to draw checks, other
than to go 40 miles to fish. You may
venture cn the surfade of the water if
you have the requisite equipment. The
Tequisite equipment is a 40-horsepower
motorboat.

Kennebee Camps boasted of three.
Seeboomook, down the line, had five.
Twenty camps around the shores had
20 more. But Kennebec Camps pos-
sessed one thing that the others did
not—she was the proud possessor of
the Aileen.

The Aileen was a,slender, low, rak-
ish, devilish proposition—a -veritable
pirate. She stole more money from her
owner than his wife and children and
chauffeur. He backed her with real
money as the fastest thing on the lake.
He named the day and the other camps
acquiesced, and “when the day came
each camp rushed into motorboats pell-
mell and chug-chugged out to watch.
Those who did not rush into motor-
on their haunches on the shore

and waited.
Kennebee Camps did not have enough
boats to go around, so a fair-sized audi-
ence was left behind. Coutts had a
little boat—big enough for four. He
drove her out to see the Aileen win.
Among the aggregation that remained
on dry land at Kennebee Camps there
was an individual of the name of Yen
ow and another individual of the
name of Ling Foo. Yen How was se-
curely locked in Cabin 25. Ling Foo
whiled away the time in Cabin 7. Their
respective mistresses were scudding
toward the Aileen's starting place.
There were others left behind. The
name of one of these boys was Billy
Matthews; the other was Tubby Crew.
One was aged 10; one was aged 12.
The Aileen came off with flying colors
and Kennebee Camps, with a wild
whoop, surged down to the ramshackle
little pier to meet her. A bevy of small
craft followed in her train, among them

Wheels

THE ‘watches began to disappear from

Wallenstein’s about a weck after
John Beckwith’s ecommencement there
as a salesman. The manner of their
disappearance was, for a time, as puz-
zling a mystery as the name of the song
of the sirens.

Jacob Wallenstein, the proprietor,
who took great pride in his brilliant
Chestnut street jewelry store, said little
on the occasion of the first loss, though
he no doubt did a go6d deal of thinking
and kept a wary eye on his assistants;
but, when gold warch number two, value

dollars, was missed, things began
to liven up considerably.

The disagreeable affair placed Beck-
with in an uncomfortable position. Be-
ing a new, untried salesman, he guessed
that a big share of the general suspicion
would rest on him. Uncommonly sensi-
tive as to his honor, he chafed sorely un-
der the incubus of doubt which intan-
gibly threatened it, and he determined
to_do his utmost to find the culprit.

He felt it impossible to continue to
work for very long under a cloud of
distrust

store;
Brown and Nevin by name.
a young man of 20, Ted Galvin, who
wrapped packages, made deliveries, and
dusted; and Despard, a silent, grampy
man, who repaired watches and jewelry,

After carefully considering the situ-
ation, Beckwith decided to keep a close
watch on Despard. Your taciturn man

is usually a mark for the arrows of | mef

suspicion. Some of Despard’s actions;
he.thought, were “off color.” but nothing
definite came of the doubt, for cither
the man was innocent or he svhs much
too cunning to be caught napping.

Despite the general watchfulness, it
was not long before another valuable
watch was stolen. It was missed on a
Saturday evening. All that day, owing
to a special reduction sale, the store had
been crowded with people, but Beck-
with, Brown and Nevin swore that they
had taken the greatest care to show
only one watch at a time, and to see
that it was handed back before they
submitted another.

No_ sooner had the discovery of the
missing watch been made than Nevin
startled everyone by pronouncing his
stock of diamond rings incomplete, Two
had been stolen.

“Twenty-five-dollar ones, they were,”
he said, gazing helplessly around.

Mr. "Wallenstein -looked
don’t understand it,” he said, frown.
ing. “I have noticed that this sort of
hap, wy m |

b -

Within Wheels .-.

the store. I don’t know what to make
of it.”

He passed his fingers through his
thick, black hair, and stared hard at his
employes.

“Gentlemen,” he said, after a long
panse, “if you aze certain no stranger
bas robbed you during the rush t
the culprit must be in the store, and if
you have the welfare of the business at
heart—as I believe you have—you will
each personally permit yourself to be
searched. es anyone object? It is
very unpleasant, of course, but I must
ask the innocent to submit gracefully in
order that the guilty may be arrested.
T-trust no one objeets

His sharp eyes rapidly scanned their
faces for any tell-tale expression of
fear. There was no sign of concern ap-
parent on the features of any of his em-
ployes. Only on the face of Despard
was there a look that was strange, and
he was scowling menacingly.

“I object to being searched,” he said
shortly and sharply.

All eyes were turned on him, and Mr.
Wallenstein’s face hardened as he stared
at him. Despard reddened, then paled.

“Very well,” said the jeweler, stiffly,
with g hint of threatening in his. voice.
“I trast you know what is best for your-
self. You must see that such an ai-
‘tude cannot be of benefit to yous How-
ever, this time I will ask merely that
you all show the watches you carry.
Do_you refuse to comply there, Des-
pard?” .

Despard’s sole answer was the pull-
ing forth of a commonplace, $3 gun-
watch. 2

Mr. Wallenstein nodded. “Very good,”
he said curtly, and turned to the others.

Nevin's watch was a common gold-
plated one; Brown's was a $10 thin
model, pretty well worn; Galvin's was
a huge silver monstrosity, 100 years old
(so he said), and once the property of.|
his great-grandfather. Beckwith’s was
the humblest of them all—a nickel time-
piece that had been dropped on the floor
more than once and still kept fair time.

“That will do,” said Mr. Wallenstein.
“You may go. But, gentlemen, I want
you to understand that I shall call upon
you, whenever necessary, to submit to
a thorough search. You are responsible
for the goods placed in your care, and
you have got to account for them. I
make no_charges, but somethiyg must
be done in the matter, and I must be
permitted to do it in my own way, pleas-
ant or unpleasant.”

When his employes had
Mr. Wallenstein, left alone, searched
the store and in two rooms above it,

gone home

“This is getting serious,” said the ex-
asperated jeweler. “T ought ave in-
sisted on a_thorough search before I let.
them go. Still T feel convinced they're
honest, although Despard, perhaps, is a
trifle doubtful. The wisest thing is to
have him watched. Tl get a detective
at once. I have let the thing go too far
already.”

In spite of all precautions, however,
and notwithstanding the many watch-
ers the thefts continued. The employes
were now searched each time they left
the store. The hired detective was posi-
tive that the' eulprit was one of the as-
sistants, and while it was not impossible
for one of them to purloin an article and
slip it into his pocket unseen it seemed
absolutely beyond belief that the booty
could be carried off under the very nose
of everybody.

One day an 0dd idea occurred to Beck-
with. As luck would have it, that same
day his opportunity to test it arrived.
At about 5.20 he went upstairs_to-the
washroom to wash himself preparatory
to going home. There he found Galvin,
who, having hung his waistcoat on a
hook, was about to wash his hands.

In an instant Beckwith made up his
mind. Hastening downstairs he went
up to Brown.

“Say, Brown,” he whispered hurried-
Iy, “help me a minute. Ill explain aft-
erward. I'm going up into the wash-
room. When I have reached the top of
the stairs I want you to call up to Gal-

By Frederick

L. Keaters

vin. When he comes to the head of the
stairs ask him whether he took that pack-
age to Mrs. McCarthy's this afternoon;
we know he did, of course; hold him
there a couple of minutes; ask him to
whom he gave it and- what they said.
Thisds important; will you do it?"

“Sure,” i wonderingly.
“What' If you look like
that yow'll have the detective come over
and sit on you.

Beckwith hurried upstairs without re-
plying and Brown's voice promptly called
out: “Hello there, Galvin!”

Galvin was drying his face as Beck-
with reached his side.

“Hello!” answered Galvin, crossing
the room and standing just out of Beck-
with's sight at the head of the stairs.

In an instant Beckwith had Galvin's
huge, great-grandfather’s watch out of
the pocket of the suspended waistcont.
The first thing he noticed was that one
of the hands had fallen off.

“The thing isn’t going,” he said to
himself. He placed it to his ear.

“Ah, ha!”

He said no more, but hastily unfas-
tened the silver ehain and put the wateh
into his own poeket.

Galvin was still at the head of the
stairs.  “Sure 1 did. D'ver think 1
swiped the package?” he demanded in-

dignantly. “What d'yer take me for,
anyway?”
“All right, Galvin,’

: " said Brown.
“My mistake, that’s all.”

JFOR 15 years the American Museum
has sent out a collecting party an-
nually, in cbarge of Barnum Brown,
to obtain fossil remains of dinosaurs
from the cretaceous formations of the
West, states the New York Post. The
party has remained in the field usually
four or five months each year. Really
fine specimerls are exceedingly rare, and
getting them out of the rock and pack-
ing and shipping them are slow and
difficult operations—but each year the
collectior. has included ome or more
skeletons and skulls of these gigantic
extinet reptiles.
The museum’s exhibits of cretaceous
dinosaurs, the great land animals of a
dead age, are already large and varied.
There were many different kinds—as

the giant jyrannosaurus, the terrible
ian,” as Professor Osborn

“tyrant saurian,

goods, but without

from floor to ceiling, in quest of hidden
success. |

named him. Forty-seven feet in length

Man Slayer 47 Feet Long

fierce, carnivorous beast, as attested by
the buge jaws with sharp-pointed teeth
and the pywerf\ll claws, curved like
those of;an cagle.

One of the specimens, the “dinosaur
mummy,” has a large part of the skin

preserved, wrinkled and folded, but
showing very elearly the of
the body covering. It was not much
like any modern reptile. Thin and

flexible all ower, it was made up of
minute polygonal horny plates, not over-
lapping scales, as in lizards or snakes,
but forming a sort of mosaic, with vary-
ing patterns of larger plates or groups
of plates.

CONSIDERATE
“A big, strong man like you ought to
be ashamed to beg. Why don’t you
work for a living?” :
“Its this way, lady. T don’t feel as
if it would be right for me to do some
other man out of a job as long as I can

and standing 18 feet high, he was a

&et along without it,”

“I ain’t no thief,” growled Galvin,
entering the room. “That Brown gives
me a pain in the neck.”

Without staying to turn off the ran-
ning water, Beckwith hurried down the
stairs. As he entered the store, Mr.

Wallenstein, who was counting some | 5¢’

gold watches in a tray prior to placing
them jn the big safe for the night, ut-
tered a tremendous oath. P

Everyone in the store turned to him
in startled amazement, and the detective
hurried over to_ his side.

“There’s a $60 gold Elgin missing
here!” cried Mr. Wallenstein.

A couple of customers, not liking the
look of things, made a move to go.

“Lock the door,” ordered the detec-
tive. “Everybody stay where they are.”

Beckwith, with conflicting emotions
of doubt and assurance warring within
him, went up to his employer and whis-
pered to him.

Eagerly Mr .Wallenstein held out his
hand, and Beckwith handed Galvin's
Luge watch to him.

Without a word, the jeweler quickly
opened the back of the watch, and then
the inner cover. All eyes were fixed
on him, and heads were craned forward
as he revealed the interior of the un-
couth timepiece.

An exclamation of wonder broke from
the group of watchers, for there, in
place of wheels and springs, was snugly
ensconed the missing gold Elgin. It
fitted into the larger watch with some
room to spare, and a little cotton wool
had been hastily stuffed in as packing.

At once all was commotion.

“Arrest the scoundrel!” cried Mr.
Wallenstein, crimson with anger. “Ar-
Test him!” !

“In the washroom, second floor,” said
Beckwith, nodding to the detective.

The man sprang up the stairs, fol-
lowed by Beckwith. Entering the wash-
room, they were surprised to find it
empty.  Even Galvin's waisteoat had
gone; for, discovering the loss of his
watch, the guilty one had been quick to
grasy the situation, and had fled. The
open’ window showed the way of his
escape. E

Standing on a chair, the detective
leaned out of the window and noted the
strong 1ighrnni$md wire which ran
loosely down the wall, close to the
window. *

“Nervy, all right,” he muttered.
“Good stunt, too, that old watch of
grandpa’s.” .

& A e el

Mr. Beckwith has been Mr. Wallen-
steis time.  No
watches have been Jost since Mr. Galvin

slid the rod.
LCoyyright, The Frank A. Munsey Co]

Osborne

the little motorboat propelled by Coutts.
He-had stepped out on the float and
had tied up at the bow, when two
diminutive specimens of humanity
dodged through the trees on the shore—
one to cabin No. 25 and one toward
cabin No. 7. 3

Tn another instant the doors of these
ve cabins had been thrown wide
open and two youths with their hearts
in their mouths had skipped back out of
anger. -

Then there was a ealm. Out of
Cabin 25, like a mandarin Stepping to
is car, stalked Yen How. -Out of
7 trotted the blue-black Ling
In the twinkling of an eye they
caught sight of each other. Each stood
squarc-legged and stock still 25 y:
from the other and growled decply in
his_throat.

The crowd on the pier clustered
around the owner of the Aileen, tho
hero of the hour. Suddenly a feminine
shriek rent the air.

“Yen How!” cried Miss Giggy Lispe-

Cabin
Foo.

B

ard.
Her heartrending cry was followed
by another shriek.

“Ling Foo!” screamed Miss Pearce,
of Tarrytown.

And in the twinkling of an eye the
Aileen was quite forgotten. In the
twinkling of an eye Col. Harry Bourke
caught Coutts hysterically by the shoul-
ders.

“Godfrey!” he cried; “they're going
to figh

clp!” cried Mr. Coutts feebly; “the
chows are going to fight.”
Everybody on the pier took up the

ery. “The chows are goifig to fight.
Come on!”
They came. Miss Lispenard and

Miss Pearce headed the tumnltuous
assemblage.  Mr. Coutts and Col.
Harry Bourke assisted them, but not
deftly. The gentlemen rather impeded
than aided their progress. U the
shore beyond the corduroy rond two

youths crouched behind two bushes.
In another instant the chows wera
surrounded. In that instant they made
another movement. Yen How advanced
two yards and Ling Foo did the same.
They were now a yard apart. Their
fangs were bared. They stood there,
one yellow with unger, the gther bluo
yith ferocity. In that instant Miss
Lispenard clutched Col. Harry Bourke.
i she cried. “Act!

never speak to you again!”
sobbed Miss Lispenard, “if you don’t
tear those dogs apart.”

“You must save Ling Foo!" eried
Miss Pearce, of Tarrytown. “I'll never
forgive if you don’t.””

Whether the two genflemen weighed
these statements carefully or not—
whether they preferred the favor of
a lady to the fighting of dogs can never
be known. Each acted under impulse,
and that impulse came almost too 1s
With a fierce and savage cry of war
fare, each dog darted, snarling at tho
other, and two men darted at two dogs.
arry Bourke scized Yen How and
Suffern Contts seized Ling Foo.. They
were too late. Fhe dogs clashed. They
bit—but 20t each other. The fangs of
Ling Foo settled into the hand of Col.
Harry Bourke and the jaws of Yen
How cloged upon the arm of Mr. Coutts,

These 'two heroes howled with an-
guish and shook off the dogs. A woman
fainted. There were eries of horror.
And then a strange thing happened.
Miss Josie Pearce, of Tarrytown, left
the side of Mr. Coutts and rushed to
Col. Harry Bourke.

“Harry, my poor Harry!” she cried
in tones of tender anxiety. “My hero!”

C6l. Harry Bourke straightened up
and puffed out his chest.

“Hero nothing!” he grunted, borrow-
ing a phrase that had come down from
the ages. “T only did my duty, nothing
else.

Miss Giggy Lispenard, on her part,
was not inactive. Whatever had passed
between her and Mr. Coutts now stirred
her to action. She sprang toward him
and clutched him abont the neck.
“Suffern,” she eried, “I will never

forgive myself.’
“Hum!” said Suffern, with heroie
dignity, “it's mothing but a mere

ratch, that's all.” e
“Who—who bit you?” queried Gigey
in a frenzy.

“That yellow dev—I mean Yen
How,” said Mr. Coutts, rubbing his
a

rm.

Giggy sighed with relief. v,
there’s no danger from his bite,” she
said; “you’re fortunate that it wasn't
that dyed mongrel from Tarrytown.
Yen How has bitts ‘
Where—where
eagerly.

Giggy lifted up her wrist. Mr. Coutts
bent tenderly and kissed it.

“My hero!” sighed’ Giggy.

Miss_Pearce snuggled up to C
Harry Bourke. “I'll make it all well,”
she said. “The bite of the blue thor-

me.
" said Mr. Coutts

oughbred is never poisonous. Only it
burtsyou, didn’t it, dear?”
“A seratel repeated the

Colonel, borrowing a leaf from the book
of Mr. Suffern Coutts.

Suddenly the two ladies looked abont
them. “Where are the dogs?” they said.
And Kennebec Camps took up the cry.
“Where are the dogs?”

No one knew. The dogs had disap-
peared. So fad two youths. Billy
Matthews, aged 10, and Tubby Crew,
aged 12, were not interested in two
heroes with two seratches, nor in two
hysterical women. They were inter-
ested in two dogs. They watched two
dogs and they saw that the instant after
the two dogs had bitten into human
flesh one of them—Yen How—made a
dash for the deer trail, followed by Ling

0o.

The two youths ran after them, hut
to little purpose. The two dogs disap-
peared in the depths of the forest.

e moon came out that night
two couples sat gently cooing by -the
shore, listening to the rippling waters
of the lake. s s K

As the meon came out two China-
men—one blue and one yellow-
side by side along the deer trail.

“Ling Foo,” said Yen How, in his
insinuating little Oriental way, “teach
me how to dye my hair like yours.

“Nothing to it,” responded Ling Foo
gently. “I like your color, Yen. The
first chance I get I'm going to take
bath.”

And so they traveled north toward
the happy hunting grounds. They felt
indeed that they were too far from the

(Copyright, New York Teibumed
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